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minds of men than priests did in their time, and it ought
not to be more difficult to draw their teeth. It merely needs
a little elevation of public world opinion. ... I have been
thinking thoughts like that for forty odd years but, as I
have said, I was always too shy to put them down. . . . Not
because I was afraid of raising a row, but because I was
afraid of being confuted owing to my want of polemical
practice, so that I should put things back.
And this morning I was walking the wet decks before dawn
to the faint strains of Giovinezza on the key-bugle far below.
. . . And gradually the Narbonnais and Provence began to
exist as Africa had begun to exist the other morning at dawn.
. . . And I could have thrown myself into the sea and swum
to the shores that I love best in the world. . , . Only I
should not have got there, which I could do if I waited an
hour or so. . - . And, of course, there are so many shores
and cities that I love best in the world. . . . There is
Paris when you see from the Pont des Arts the lie de la
Cit6 standing up like a galleon ; or Lexington, or Washington
welcoming its Nobles, or Annapolis, or Wilmington, or
Paoli with Esherick working in the studio. . . . Well,
you know. . . . Or even poor old London, the charwoman
of the great cities. . . . I wouldn't mind standing in Coven-
try Street with the theatres coming out towards half-past
eleven. It isn't Niines with the Maison Carree standing up
in the middle of the town. . . . But it can be a little bit
of all right now and then,
In short, there is no place along the Great Route to which
I am indifferent and many I love very much. And if I can do
it most people can ; and if everyone did there would be an
end of most of our troubles. . . . There would be an end
at least of patriotism and that would be a great help.
§
It is a queer idea of serving his country that the patriot has.
He loves his land. Therefore he proceeds to make himself
as disagreeable as he can to every other land. When he has

